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Thodhaft redeemed thy loft opinion. 

And fhew’d. thou makeft Tome tender of my life^* 

In this faire refeue thou haft brought to me,, 

Pna.O God, they did me coo. much iniurie* 

That euer laid, I harkened for your death. 

If it were ftyl might haue let alone 
The infulting hand of Douglas oucryou, 

Which would haue b eene as fpeedy in your end. 

As all the poifonous potions in the-world, 

And fau’d the trecherous labour of your fonne.' 

King. Make vp to Clifton, ile to S, Nicholas Gawfcy.&wt.fft 
Enter Hot fpur. 

Hot. If I miftake not, thou art Harry Monmouth, 

Trin. Thou fpcakft, as if I would deny my name. 

Hot , My name is Harry Percy. 

Why, then I lee a very valiant rcb ell of the name;, 
Tam the Prince of W ales, and thmkc not, Percy, 

To fharewith me in glory any more: 

Two ftars keepe not their motion in one fphere. 

Nor din one England brooke a double raigne 
Of Harry Percy, and the Prince of Wales. 

Hof, Now, lhallit. Hairy? for the houre is come,. 

To end the one of vs, and would to God 
Thy name in armcs,,were now as great as mine. 

Vrin. Ile make it greater , e’re-I part from dice,, 
Andallthe budding honours on thy crcft, 

Jle crop to make a garland for my head. 

Hot. I can-no longer brooke thy vanities. 

Theyftght:EnterFalftalffe 4 

Fat . Well faid,Hal, -to it,Hal. Nay, you (hall find no boyes 

play here, I can tell you. 

Enter Douglas ,he fight eth with F alftalffe, he fait 
dotyne as if beVoere dead } the Trince 
killcthVercy. 

Hot. Oh Harry, thou .haft rob’d me of my youth, 

I better brooke the Iolle of brittle life. 

Then thole. proud titles thou haft won of me, j 


They wound my thoughts,worfe then thy fword my flefli , > 
Rut thought’s the flaue of life, andWe times foolc. 

And time that takes luruay of all the world, 

Mufthaueaftop. 0,1 could prophecic 

Bu that the earth and cold hand of death 

pies on my tongue : noPercy,thouart duft .i 

A pt°Forwonnes, braue Percy .Fare thee well,greatheart, 
III weaii’d ambition,howe much art thou Ihrunke £ 

When that this body did containe afpirit, 

Akingdomefor it was too Email a bound. 

But now two paces of the vileft earth 

Jjjoome mougtethis earth that hearts the dead, 

g cares not aliue fo ftoutc a gentleman. 

If thou were lenfiblc ofcurtehe, 

I Ihould not make fo greata Shew ofzeale; 

Butletmy fauours hide thy mangled face. 

And cuc'n in thy behalfe ilc thanke my felfc,. 

For doing thefe faire rites of tendemefte. 

Adiew, and take thy praife with thee to heauen,. 

Thy ignominy fclccpe with thcc in the grauc, 
Butnotremcmbrcd in thy Epitaph, 

He fpieth Fa/Jlalffe on the ground, 

What,old acquaintance’ could not all this ftcfh 
Keepe in a little life ? poore lack c,farew e H,, 

I could haue b ettcr (par’d a better man, 

0,1 Ihould haue a heauie mille of thee, 

Ifl were much in loue withvanitic : 

Death hath not ftrookc fo faire a Deere to day r 
T hough many dearer,. in this bloody fray . 

Inbowel’d will I fee thee by and by. 

Till thcn,in blood by noble Percie lie. Exit. 

Fa/ft alffe rifeth vp, 

fce/.Inbowel’d? if thou inbowel me to day, ile glue you leAue 
to powder me andeatc me too to morrowc.Z blood j tw as time 
to counterfet,or that hot termagant Scot had paid me fcot ana 
lottoo. Countcrfet? I lie, lam no countcrfet: to die is to bee a 
wuntcrfet.fpr be is butthe countcrfet ofa man , who hath not. 
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